120                      A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES

Monsieur Puybaraud came once every fortnight to receive from
the hands of my stepmother the small allowance on which his
household depended. The rest of the rime he spent in running all
over the city in search of an employment which he never found.
Octavia, now pregnant, but threatened with a miscarriage, had to
stay on her back until the child should be born, and could be of no
help to him. I heard it said that a Little Sister of the Assumption
went in every morning to do their housework. That was all I knew
about the domestic arrangements of the wretched couple, and I was
too incurious to ask many questions.

I did notice, however, that if the bi-monthly interviews between
Monsieur Puybaraud and my stepmother always ended with the
passing of an envelope from one hand to another, they usually in-
volved a long, low argument diversified by occasional muted out-
bursts. On his side the tone was that of an eager beggar, while my
stepmother's replies were given in a voice which I knew only too
well She was obstinate in her denials, undeviating in her refusals.
Suddenly his tone would dwindle, and she would be left speaking
alone, in the manner of one expounding the law to an inferior
who had been talked down and reduced to silence.

"You know perfectly well that things will happen like that be-
cause I mean them to, and the sooner you reconcile yourself to the
feet, the better."

This she said one day loudly enough for me to hear every word.

"When I say 1 mean/ I express myself badly, because we should
do not what we will but what God wills. It is no use your hoping
that I shall back you up in this matter any longer."

Whereupon, my former master, in spite of all that he owed to iny
stepmother and his utter dependence on her good-will, accused her
of abiding by the letter of die law rather than the spirit, and so far
forgot himself as to say that her neighbours always had to pay for
her scruples, that it was always at somebody else's expense that she
displayed her spiritual delicacy and the rigours of her conscience.
He added that he would not go away until he had got what he was
asking for. (I had not been able to make out through the door what
all this was about.) My stepmother, by this time quite beside her-